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Legend has it, deep in the Congo one thousand years ago, an 
enormous elephant terrorized an African tribe. To ward off the 
creature ’s angry spirit, the tribesmen fashioned a glittering gold 
and diamond elephant mask. 

Soon after, the killer bull vanished. 


And so did the priceless mask. But now Indiana Jones is 
cracking his whip in the Congo. And fortunately for you: 
first he interrupts your visit with some imposing dinner hosts and 
then the hair-raising search begins, with you and Indy meeting 
the likes of [@-foot crocs, hostile natives with poison darts. 


and the insidious rival archaeologist C.P. Smythe. 
Along the way YOU make the decisions that will lead you 


and Indy to the precious elephant mask 
—and the return of a legend—as you 


FIND YOUR FATE 


AFRICA— 


the land of ancient tribal customs and legends—is where you 
and INDIANA JONES set off on a dazzling adventure to find 
the mask of the elephant. 

Your mission is vitally important, for this mask is the only 
way to ward off the evils of a deranged elephant that is 
terrorizing an African tribe. 

Indy trusts your instincts. In fact, he’s going to let YOU make 
the decisions about where to go and which leads to follow. 
That’s a huge responsibility. 

Make the right choices and the tribe will rest in peace. 


Make the wrong moves and... anything can happen! 


Good luck! And be careful... 


Turn to page 1. 


When you’re in the jungle, you’ve got to play by the rules. 
The only trouble is there’s no rule book. 

“Learn to think like the jungle and you can beat it.” That’s 
what your parents have taught you, and they should know. 
Two months out of every summer they come to Africa to live, 
hunt, and get away from “civilization.” And for as long as you 
can remember, they’ve brought you with them. 

Snakes, quicksand, poisonous plants, savage animals— 
there are lots of ways to die in the jungle. And thanks to your 
parents you know how to deal with all of them. 

But if your parents are so jungle-smart, why don’t they see 
the snake that just crawled under the side of the canvas tent? 

From your bedroll, you’ve been watching it slither toward 
the collapsible table your parents and some other hunters are 
sitting around. They’ re totally absorbed in their card game and 
conversation—trading stories and gossip. 

“Now, what about this Jones fella? What’s he doing in 
Africa?” asks a man with a bushy red beard. “Indiana Jones is 
what Tom Terrel called him.” 

“We saw him on the boat coming over,” your mother says. 
“Quiet fellow. Kept to himself the entire voyage.” 

“Don’t know what he’s after,” says the red beard. “But he 
can’t be much of a hunter. I heard he doesn’t carry a rifle. Just 
a whip.” 
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“Great Scott! What’s that!?” your father shouts, finally seeing 
the snake. 

Everyone in the room, including your mother, reaches for a 
pistol. But your rifle talks first, cutting down the viper in the 
prime of its venomous life. 

“By George, that’s your kid, all right,” says one of the 
hunters, slapping your father’s back and slapping yours just as 
hard. Then they all sit down and try to pretend that nothing 
happened. 

“Going for a swim,” you say, heading for a clear-water 
lake a half mile from your camp. After all, what else is there 
to do on a hot, steamy night when your clothes are sticking to 
you tighter than skin? 

It takes half an hour to cool off, and then you climb lazily 
out of the water and into your clothes. Sitting with your back 
against a tree, you watch the moon and think about Indiana 
Jones. 

What a joke he was on the boat! Round-rimmed glasses, 
brown suits during the day, white tux at night. The rumors 
said he was a college professor, and he sure looked the part— 
until the boat docked. Suddenly the glasses were gone and so 
were the brown suits. With that beat-up brown felt hat, safari 
jacket, pistol at his side, and whip around his shoulder, he 
looked like he was ready to give the jungle the only kind of 
lecture it understood. 
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Suddenly hands grab at you from behind the tree. You roll 
away and take off. Over your shoulder you see a tall, thin 
African chasing you with long strides. Around his neck and 
wrists he wears cuffs of gleaming silver. 

He calls out a string of words in a language you can’t 
understand. And the next thing you know, you’re on the 
ground with five more natives on top of you. They stuff a leaf 
that would choke a rhino into your mouth so that you can’t 
scream. Then they tie you up in wet ropes that tighten the 
more you struggle. 

Without a word, they hoist you onto their shoulders and 
carry you off through the jungle. Twenty minutes later you 
arrive at their village. 

The chief comes out to greet you, and your captors drop 
you at his feet—face down. All the tribal people gather around 
and smile at you. They begin clicking their silver bracelets 
together in some kind of sign of happiness. 

These people are so thin they look like they haven’t eaten 
in a month, you think. And suddenly you know why 
everyone’s so happy to see you. These people are cannibals! 

You’d like to run for it, but your legs are still tied up, and 
hopping won’t take you more than a few yards. You try to 
think like the jungle but you draw a blank. 

The chief points to one of the thatched huts, and you are 
deposited inside. 

Then drums begin to beat and people begin to dance. 
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Their jangling jewelry sounds like silverware pounding on a 
prison plate. 

You’ve got two choices. You could start singing “A 
Hundred Bottles of Beer on the Wall” and see how far you 
get. Or you could dig your way out! 

Iam not staying for dinner, you think to yourself as your 
hands claw at the mud at the back of the hut. Digging, 
digging, in rhythm with the drums, faster and faster. 

What I need is a machete. 

Suddenly a gleaming machete blade slashes through the 
back wall of the thatched hut. You jump back in surprise. Two 
hands reach in and grab at you. Oh, no—you’re not going so 
easily this time! You kick and struggle, but the hands clamp 
your mouth closed and drag you out. For a second time 
tonight someone is carrying you through the jungle! 

You squirm and thrash until the man releases you and 
checks his compass under a lighted match. 

“Who are you?” you ask in a shaky voice. 

“Truant officer, kid. Shouldn’t you be in school?” says the 
unseen face under the brim of a battered brown felt hat. “The 
name’s Jones.” 

“Jones?!” you say as he tilts his face to the moon. “Indiana 
Jones?! Don’t you remember me from the boat?” 

“Yeah, you were the kid hustling all the old people at the 
shuffleboard, right?” Indy says. 

“No, that wasn’t me,” you say. “Did you know that 
everyone in Africa is trying to figure out what you’re doing 
here?” 
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“Good for them,” Indy says. “Now tell me which way to your 
camp, so I can take you back pronto. I’ve got three days to see 
a man about an elephant.” 

A man about an elephant? What’s he talking about? 


If you want to tell Indy the truth and go back to your parents, 
turn to page 36. 


If you want to lie to him, turn to page 17. 
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“You are going to die hideously if you don’t tell me what I 
want to know,” Smythe says, teasing you with a knife he has 
held in his fire. 

Normally that heated knife might be a threat. But now it 
will pass for sterilized to treat your snakebite. 

“There are worst things than dying. Living like you, for 
instance,” you say. 

Smythe flings the knife into the ground at your feet. 

His hands are empty. Now’s as good a time as any! You 
throw a handful of dirt in Smythe’s face, blinding him just 
long enough to scramble to your feet and make a wobbly run 
for it. 

“Go feed the hyenas, you little twit! You won’t live 
another hour,” Smythe calls to you in a mocking voice. 

You can’t let yourself think about how much time you’ ve 
got left, or there won’t be any reason to keep running. 

You’d better not think about this, either: There’s only a 
fifty-fifty chance that you’ll survive. Flip a coin. 


If it comes up heads, turn to page 59. 


If it comes up tails, turn to page 75. 
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But before you’ve climbed three steps, the desk clerk calls 
out, “Wait! He checked out days ago.” 

So you walk back down the stairs and find the clerk 
leaning on the dusty desk with his hand out, palm up. 

“Expecting rain?” you ask. 

“Kid,” says the clerk nastily, “I just saved you some 
climbing. Isn’t that worth something?” 

Before you can answer him, a man with snow-white hair, 
wearing a white suit and carrying a walnut walking stick, 
appears at your side. He says to you with a German accent, 
“You are asking about C. P. Smythe. Do you know him?” 

If you say no, your conversation with this man will be 
over. If you say yes, you might find something out. 

“He’s my uncle,” you say. 

“Splendid. Come with me. I have something for you,” says 
the German, leading you toward the stairs. 


Turn to page 47. 
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You decide to push off immediately, hoping to reach 
Stanleyville before Smythe gets there. Your little raft, only 
five logs across and seven feet long, bobs unsteadily in the 
water. But the long poles that you and Indy jab into the river 
bottom propel you gently downstream. 

“Kid, this is how everyone should see Africa,” Indy says, 
waving his arms to a mud-bathing hippo. 

Suddenly you feel a painful stinging sensation in your 
chest and legs. You look down and realize you’ve been hit by 
the poison darts from a primitive blowgun! 

Your legs go numb, and when you hit the raft, Indy’s 
already flat on his back. You’ve been ambushed by tribesmen 
along the riverbank—and both of you are paralyzed! 

The natives swim out to the raft, push you into the water, 
and pull you like corpses back to shore. After dragging you 
several hundred feet into the jungle, they arrive at a deep pit 
dug in the ground. 

You’ll be going into the pit. There’s no question about that. 
The only question is, what’s waiting for you in there? 


Turn to page 56. 
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You take the plunge, and the jungle draws you in. 

You have no idea where Smythe is camping, but you do 
know that no one camps in the jungle without a campfire, 
even a small one. So the first thing you do is climb the tallest 
tree around and look for a distant flicker of light in the dark. 

There it is, due north. C. P. Smythe, I’ve got a special 
delivery package for you, you think, clutching the voodoo 
doll. 

When you finally reach that distant flicker, the fire has 
almost gone out, but Smythe is very much awake. He’s pacing 
the ground nervously, puffing on a pipe and mumbling to 
himself. 

Since it doesn’t look like he’s going to go to sleep very 
soon, what do you want to do? 


If you want to creep up to his knapsack and put the voodoo 
doll inside, turn to page 51. 


If you want to wait for Smythe to fall asleep, turn to page 45. 
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“The mask can’t be lost,” Indy insists. “It’s just waiting for 
me.” 

“Perhaps,” Bobswizi agrees. “But the Ramploo will kill 
you or any other white man they see.” 

“What gives? You always said the Ramploo were never 
warriors,” Indy says after a silence. 

“The Ramploo had never encountered C. P. Smythe 
before,” Bobswizi answers. “A few months ago the village 
awoke to find their goats killed and their crops poisoned. They 
thought the earth had turned against them, and they fled to 
pray. But it was not the earth being cruel to them—” 

“It was Smythe,” Indy finishes, and Bobswizi confirms it 
with a nod. 


Turn to page 110. 
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Okay, so there’s no treasure. Worse, as you push past Indy 
toward the exit, you trip on a leg bone. You hurtle toward the 
wall. Your instinct tells you to throw your hands out, grab 
something to break your fall. Unfortunately your instincts 
don’t know beans about deserted mines. The beam you grab is 
rotten. It cracks into splinters. 

“Hug the wall, kid!” Indy shouts just before a ton of rocks 
and beams crashes down. 

When it is over and the dust settles, the tunnel looks like a 
cat’s cradle of twisted, broken supports. Boulders and mounds 
of dirt fill the tunnel exit. A half-conscious groan rivets your 
eyes to a terrible sight—Indy is pinned to the ground under a 
pile of rubble! 

You rush over, ready to help clear the mess, but he stops 
you. “Don’t move it, kid. This place is a house of cards. You 
could bring the whole mountain down on us.” 

Now what? You’ve got to get help before Indy’s prediction 
comes true. 


If you want to crawl through the rubble toward the opening of 
the mine, turn to page 62. 


If you think you can save Indy without leaving the mine, turn 
to page 67. 
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Night sounds. As you push the log raft into the river, are you 
hearing frogs call or crocodiles’ stomachs growl? Is the water 
lapping at your raft or is it laughing? 

“T hear voices,” Indy says softly, lifting his pole out of the 
water. 

You do the same and listen. Where are they coming from? 
The banks? No, they’re nearer. And nearer yet. 

In fact, they’re right in front of you. You’ve come up 
beside a small motorboat anchored in midstream. But it’s so 
dark that the passengers on board don’t have any idea you’re 
there. 


Turn to page 34. 
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Even though you are holding perfectly still, you sink a little 
lower into the quicksand. It’s up to your ribs, and you’re 
getting pretty tired of holding your arms up in the air. 

But wait a sec—is that movement you hear in the jungle? 
What now? More cannibals? Another pride of lions? Maybe 
the elephant again? 

“Grab this, kid!” shouts the man you’ve been cursing for 
twenty minutes. Indy is back with a long, lean tree, which he 
stretches toward you. “Sorry it took so long to find one that 
would reach,” he says. 

With Indy pulling from the solid-ground bank and Bubu 
jumping up and down yipping what must be encouraging 
words, you’re out of the muck quickly. 

From there it’s only a short hike to the Ramploo village. 
“Get some rest, kid,” Indy says, dropping his gear. “The floor 
show won’t start until dark.” 


Turn to page 63. 
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A spear poking you in the back does not require translation. It 
says “Get moving,” in a simple yet clear way. You and Indy 
obey, entering the village and interrupting the ritual. 

But much to your surprise Indy converses with the chief in 
the Ramploo language, and the chief looks friendly. Indy tells 
you, “Kid, the chief thinks I’m your father, and the Ramploos 
believe there is nothing more important than family. He’s 
asked us to join the party.” 

The ritual continues, only now you have a front-row seat 
and plenty to eat and drink. But suddenly the chief starts 
pointing at Indy’s wrist and screaming incoherently. The 
guards leap toward you again. 


Turn to page 38. 
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“T can’t go back to my parents, Mr. Jones,” you say. 

“Yeah? Why not?” Indy asks. 

“Because I don’t know how to get to my parents’ camp 
from here,” you lie. “Those warriors blindfolded me and 
carried me for hours.” 

Something tells you that he isn’t crazy about this situation. 
Probably the way he looks down at the ground and shakes his 
head. 

“Hey, I’m not just a tag-along kid. I’m quick on my feet 
and I’m a great shot, too,” you say, expecting that to convince 
him. 

But something tells you that he still isn’t crazy about this 
situation. Probably the way he looks up at the sky and shakes 
his head. 


Turn to page 111. 
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Cutting through the thick, twisted vines and brambles is like 
fighting your way through steel wool. But Bobswizi’s map 
says the Ramploo village lies to the east—so east you must 
go. 

You and Indy take turns with a machete until your arms 
ache. Suddenly you notice a look on Indy’s face that goes 
beyond muscle fatigue. “We’ve got company,” he says. 

The jungle around you vibrates, and from out of nowhere a 
pair of dull ivory tusks thrusts through the thick brambles. The 
giant elephant, trumpeting insanely, is trying to smash his way 
through the vines to you! 

You’re trapped in a cage of small trees as the elephant 
screams and stomps at the vines. Then he begins to uproot 
saplings with his trunk. 

“Stand back, kid!” Indy shouts. “If this doesn’t work, I 
want room to run!” 


Turn to page 37. 
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Why is it that adults always look ridiculous on their hands and 
knees? Indiana Jones is no exception, crawling around the 
campsite and picking up bits of this, pieces of that. 

“T don’t believe in voodoo myself, kid. In fact, the only 
unexplained mystery I can think of is why the Yankees always 
win. But I know for a fact that C. P. Smythe believes in 
voodoo with all his heart,” Indy says. “And since we’ve got 
his watch, he’ll be convinced we have power over him. 

Quick! Hand me that beetle before it gets away, kid!” 


Turn to page 57. 
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As the train pulls out of Stanleyville, leaving a trail of black 
cinders in the wind, you forget all about the elephant mask. 
Instead you’re thinking about grabbing some fortune and 
glory for yourself—by finding out what treasure Bobswizi is 
going after! Won’t Indy be amazed when you show up on the 
boat with it? 

Suddenly you’re snapped back to reality as the train makes 
a quick, unscheduled stop. You look out the window and see a 
buggy with a single horse and two passengers sitting by the 
railroad track. The buggy’s driver is dressed in black. Next to 
him is a young black woman in swirling layers of white linen. 

Bobswizi rushes from the train to the buggy, shouting, 
“What does your father say?” The young woman shyly nods 
her head. 

“He says yes!” Bobswizi shouts, leaping into the air. “My 
beautiful treasure!” he says, gently taking the woman’s hand. 
“We will be happy together forever.” 

With that, the train’s passengers applaud and cheer from 
their windows as the train starts away. 

You'd better hop off quickly and hurry back to 
Stanleyville, because your days of seeking treasure alone have 
come to... 


THE END 
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Indy walks quickly through the tangled vegetation, and you 
follow. You know he said no questions, but you can’t help 
asking him anyway. 

“How did you know I was in that hut?” 

“T happened to be in the neighborhood and I heard the 
drums saying Chow Time,” Indy explains. 

Suddenly he stops and holds a finger to his lips. Indy hears 
footsteps and so do you. 

From behind a tree a young African man, wearing a thin 
leather vest and shorts, steps into the path. He stands with a 
rifle poised and a small monkey curled around his shoulders. 

“Ts that Indy?” the man calls out. 

“No, it’s Groucho Marx,” Indy says. 

The African lowers his rifle and smiles. 

“Kid, this is Jamal, my interpreter and guide.” 

Jamal shakes your hand, and his monkey, Bubu, does the 
same. “Indy save your life? Mine, too. I think he would save 
everyone’s life.” 

Then Jamal listens closely to the distant drums. “The 
cannibals are very angry and confused,” he says. “Perhaps we 
should not camp so close to their village tonight.” 

“Don’t worry about them,” Indy says. “They’ll never attack 
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us. 


If you are worried about the cannibals, turn to page 24. 


If you think the cannibals will leave you alone, catch a nap on 
page 58. 
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With its three-story, whitewashed wooden buildings and its 
dusty streets, Stanleyville is a hotter version of a rough-and- 
tumble mining town of the American Old West. 

When you arrive, Indy is thinking of a hot bath and a clean 
shave. But there’s something he’s got to do first—get rid of 
you! 

“Kid, this is the cable office. It’s not much, but it’s going 
to be your home until your parents come to claim you. I’ve 
got things to do. Don’t get me wrong. I like you, kid. It’s just 
when it comes to archaeological digs, kids have their place. 
And this is your place. That means you don’t follow me, you 
don’t wave to me, you don’t send me post cards, you don’t 
know me. Got it? Good. Bye, kid,” Indy says, then walks out 
of your life. 

That Indy sure can be one sentimental slob when he wants 
to be. 


If you want to cable your parents, turn to page 35. 
If you want to follow Indy, turn to page 49. 


If you want to snoop around to see if Smythe is in town, turn 
to page 33. 
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“That’s okay, kid. I was only teasing about sending you out to 
find Smythe,” Indy says when it’s finally clear to him that 
there’s no way he can threaten or cajole you into going. 

So you get a good night’s sleep instead, and in the morning 
before you push off, you leave the hideous little doll in the 
ashes of the campfire. 

Does Smythe find it and does it have the paralyzing effect 
you hoped it would? You’ll never know. 

Because while you got a good night’s sleep last night, 
Smythe was being a busy little beaver. He sneaked into your 
camp and smeared the insides of your backpacks with goat 
blood. You couldn’t see it, but the lions certainly could smell 
it. 

Along the trail a different pride of lions has a picnic with 
you. And after they’re done, some hyenas chew the fat with 
them for awhile. 

So the next time you’ re trying to think like the jungle, 
remember this—the jungle never sleeps! 


THE END 
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“The more ground between us and those cannibals, the 
better,” you tell Indy. 

So Jamal wakes up five other Africans who are asleep by 
the campfire. They pack up the gear, and then Jamal leads the 
way, cutting a path with his machete as you steal into the 
night. 

After you’ve been walking awhile, the questions start 
bubbling up inside you again like water in the cannibals’ pot. 

“Indy, why are you headed to Stanleyville?” you blurt out. 

“T said no questions, kid.” 

“T’m not asking for myself. All of Africa wants to know,” 
you say. 

“T told you: I’m going to see a man about an elephant,” 
Indy says, as if that closes the subject. 

“So they were right—you are a hunter!” 

“A hunter? Me?” Indy says, laughing. “Hunters kill 
because they want a new rug in their den. That’s not what I’m 
after. Look up at the sky, kid. See ‘em? Millions of diamonds 
sparkling on black velvet. That’s what I want.” 

Indy takes a quick drink from a canteen and passes it to 
you. “And this time I’m going to grab one,” he says with a 
mysterious smile. 

You wait, knowing you’ve got to be silent if you want to 
get the story out of him. 
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“Think about this, kid,” Indy says softly. “Think about Africa 
a long, long time ago—a thousand years ago. Try to imagine 
it—no hunters on safari, no electricity, no telephone, no 
Benny Goodman records. Just tribes living in peace. 

“And in the middle of the continent there lives a tribe 
called the Ramploo. In their language Ramploo means “slow 
strength,” like an elephant. To the Ramploo, elephants are like 
gods, gods you can ride on. 

“But gods can be fickle. One day a bull elephant from the 
local herd suddenly gets a bug up his trunk and turns against 
the Ramploo. He goes nuts, tormenting the village night and 
day, eating huts, charging, spitting water and mud at 
everyone.” Indy pauses, coming back to the present. Then he 
adds, “The elephant even killed the tribal chief’s only son.” 

“What did the chief do? Did he kill the elephant?” you ask. 

“Kid, you’re still thinking like a hunter, not like a 
Ramploo,” Indy says. “The Ramploo danced and they prayed, 
that’s what they did. They devised an elaborate ritual of fear 
and worship—and they created a magnificent golden 
elephant-head mask to use in the dance.” 


Turn to page 39. 


Page 25 


“Now’s our chance,” Indy says, leading you away from the 
village and toward the open plain. 

“Stand at sunrise and measure your shadow,” Indy mutters, 
repeating Bobswizi’s instructions. “Dramatic ritual, but it 
suffers from a major flaw—people can see us in the daytime.” 

“But how are you going to—” 

“Shh!” Indy cuts you off because he’s counting footsteps, 
measuring his path from the beginning of the plain. “This is 
the center of the plain,” Indy says. “Now all we have to do is 
measure my shadow.” 

“At night?” you say, finally finishing your sentence. 

“Kid, don’t they teach you anything in school?” Indy says 
with irritation. “All we have to do is calculate the angle of the 
sun and my height, and we’ll get the length of my shadow. Do 
you have a slide rule?” 

“Not unless it’s on my Swiss army knife,” you say. 

Indy starts chicken-scratching in the dirt—higher math 
hieroglyphics. Then without a word he starts walking, 
counting his steps carefully. 


Turn to page 84. 
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The next morning you arrive at the train station just as 
Professor Bobswizi and Indy are saying good-bye. From 
behind a pile of luggage you eavesdrop on their conversation. 
Finally Bobswizi pulls a map from his pocket and hands it to 
Indy. “This is what you must do,” Bobswizi says. “You must 
stand in the very center of the great open plains beyond the 
village just at sunrise. Mark your shadow. According to the 
legend you will find the mask where your shadow ends.” 

Then Bobswizi takes Indy by the arms. “They say this 
elephant sees into men’s hearts. It kills first those who would 
do it harm.” 

“T’ll remember,” Indy says, tucking the map into his hat. 

After Indy leaves, only you remain to hear Bobswizi’s final 
mysterious words on the subject. 

“You are after a mask that may not even exist, Indiana 
Jones. But I am after an even greater treasure,” he says. “And 
I will have it!” 


If you want to find out what treasure Bobswizi is pursuing, 
catch the train on page 20. 


If you want to go after the elephant mask, turn to page 32. 
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In an instant Smythe’s hands are around your throat, tighter 
than the snake’s jaws had clamped your hand. 

“T know you, sport. I know you,” he says, pleased with 
himself. “You were traveling with Indiana Jones. Well, well, 
well. This is lucky—for me, that is.” 

Smythe picks up the snake just behind its head. “This is a 
bad one, you know. Extremely poisonous,” he says. 

The cold sweat pouring down your body has already told 
you that. 

“Listen, sport,’ Smythe says in a harsh whisper, “you tell 
me what I want to know and I’ll treat your snakebite—how 
about it? You just tell me what Professor Bobswizi told 
Indiana Jones back in Stanleyville, and everything will be 
okay.” 


If you want to tell him what Indy knows, turn to page 106. 


If you won’t tell him no matter what, turn to page 7. 
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Okay, so you’re lying paralyzed in a lion trap pit somewhere 
in the middle of Africa. But at least you’re not alone—you’ ve 
got the blind man with you. As soon as Indy leaves, however, 
the blind man falls asleep and begins snoring loudly. And 
before the rescue team Indy promised to send can show up, a 
family of gorillas drops into your pit and carries you away 
with them! 

Fortunately, though, the gorillas nurse you back to health, 
which to them constitutes proper jungle adoption procedure. 
Next they teach you how to communicate with them, swing 
from trees, and open coconuts with just two fingers. 

All in all, it’s not a bad life. In fact, you live happily with 
them for the next five years until one day you realize you’re 
old enough to get your driver’s license. So you rush home to 
call your parents and the driver’s education school—in that 
order. 


THE END 
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When you break through the artificially thin wall of mud, Indy 
pulls you back and shines the lantern into the hole. Your eyes 
are dazzled by the gleam of diamonds, piled high in this secret 
room. 

Diamonds! You’re rolling in them! You’re dancing in 
them! Most importantly, you’re stuffing them in your pockets 
and under your hat. 

But don’t get totally carried away with all those jewels. Try 
to remember the treasure that started this whole adventure in 
the first place—the golden elephant-head mask. It must be 
found before more innocent lives are trampled on! 


THE END 


Page 31 


Indy leaves Stanleyville by truck, taking with him Bubu, his 
equipment, and an old familiar stowaway. That’s you, of 
course, scrunched down in the back of the truck, hidden 
among the crates, boxes, and sacks. 

Remarkably, you manage to fall asleep, or, more likely, 
you are knocked unconscious by the boxes, crates, and sacks 
Indy didn’t tie down. When you wake up, everything is 
gone—the boxes, crates, equipment, and Indiana Jones. 

Welcome to the end of the road. The truck couldn’t push 
any further into the dense jungle, so Indy is on foot now. 

An hour later, you’re still following his tracks and 
wondering why he didn’t wait for you. “Hey!” you shout, 
trying to get his attention. “Hey!” you yell again, a little 
louder and a lot angrier. The jungle is playing deaf and dumb. 

Just when you’re about to conclude that you are the only 
person alive within fifty miles, someone proves that you’re 
wrong—by shooting at you! 


Turn to page 61. 


Page 32 


The easiest way to find C. P. Smythe is to find out where he’s 
been staying. There are two ways to accomplish this: You 
could look under every rock or you could check all the hotels 
in town. 

At the Belmont Hotel, the Rosebud Hotel, and the Bushai 
Hotel the answer is exactly the same: “No one by that name is 
registered here.” 

That leaves the Seville and the Mt. David hotels—far from 
Stanleyville’s finest, but perfect for people who don’t like to 
be watched. 

“C. P. Smythe?” says the clerk, leaning across the dusty 
desk of the Mt. David Hotel. “Sure. Room 222.” 

“Thanks,” you say, dashing for the stairs. 


Turn to page 8. 


Page 33 


“Samarkand...” 

ORECeLeSSa-- 

At first you can only hear bits of sentences. Three men and 
a woman are talking in hushed tones. They turn off their 
motor, and you can understand every word they say. 

“Ze Silent Stones of Samarkand,” a Frenchman is saying. 
“Zey have been lost for ten centuries.” 

“Gentlemen,” says an American woman, “I know where to 
find them. But it will be dangerous.” 

“Kid,” Indy whispers under his breath. “I know what 
they’re talking about. I’ve dreamed about those stones ever 
since I found a reference to them in an ancient Russian book.” 

Holding the raft’s tie line, Indy suddenly climbs from the 
raft onto the motorboat. “Kid, wherever they’ re going, if 
they’re after the Silent Stones, I’m with them all the way. Are 
you coming with me?” Indy asks. 

You’re dying to jump ship to another adventure with Indy, 
but you must say no. “I promised my parents I wouldn’t leave 
the continent,” you explain. 

Indy stares at you. But then he smiles and tosses you the 
line—and Bubu. “Bubu knows the way back to Stanleyville,” 
he says. “Maybe next time.” 

But will there be a next time? As their small boat sails 
away you can only wonder... 


THE END 


Page 34 


DEAR MOM AND DAD: DON’T WORRY ABOUT ME. 
I’M SAFE IN STANLEYVILLE AND WAITING FOR 
YOU TO PICK ME UP. 


That’s the cable you send to the cable office near your 
parents’ camp. Then you wait... and wait... and wait. 
A week later you receive a cable from your parents: 


GLAD TO HEAR YOU’RE OKAY. WE WERE ON OUR 
WAY TO PICK YOU UP BUT RAN INTO HEMINGWAY. 
YOU KNOW HOW HE IS WHEN HE STARTS TELLING 
A STORY. SEE YOU SOON. 


You figure out how to light a fire under your parents. You 
send another cable: 


BEEN CHEWING THE FAT WITH INDIANA JONES. 
YOU WON’T BELIEVE WHY HE CAME TO AFRICA. 


They show up in two days! Think like your parents and 
you can beat them. 


THE END 


Page 35 


What? You want to return to Mommy and Daddy? You don’t 
want to go along with the famous Indiana Jones on an 
adventure through uncharted areas and unimaginable dangers 
in Africa, searching for a treasure never seen before by any 
twentieth-century man or woman! Maybe we should have 
given you a choice like this instead: Do you want smelling 
salts or a straightjacket? Because you’re either unconscious or 
out of your mind! 

You must be the kind of kid who thinks an ice cream cone 
with two scoops is an adventure. You probably think it’s 
daring to wash your hands with the lights out, don’t you? 

No wonder your parents paid the African warriors to 
kidnap you—whoops! You weren’t supposed to find that out. 

Okay, so now you know: Your parents paid off the 
neighboring tribe to kidnap you. But the tribe wasn’t going to 
hurt you. They were just trying to add some thrills to your dull 
life and keep you out of your parents’ hair for a few days. 

But just forget it. Close this book and go do something 
more your speed—tiike pasting vegetable can labels in a 
scrapbook... or figuring out how many words you can spell 
with the letters in the word tuna... 

As far as you’re concerned, this book has come to... 


THE END 


Page 36 


The first time the elephant feels the sting of Indy’s whip, the 
surprise numbs him. But the next time he backs away, 
trumpeting loudly. Heedless of the thorns, the huge, angry 
beast again charges the tangled wall of jungle vines. Finally 
Indy’s whip persuades him to turn and march off. 

“Elephants don’t behave like this,” Indy says, tapping 
Bobswizi’s opened map with his finger. ““There’s something 
here he wants to protect, something important.” 

“So important, it drove him nuts?” you ask. 

Indy just shrugs. 

After that, you travel east in silence. At dusk you arrive at 
the circled spot on the map. Just where Bobswizi said it would 
be, there’s the Ramploo village. 

“Get some rest, kid,” Indy says. “The floor show won’t 
start until dark.” 


Turn to page 63. 


Page 37 


“Tt’s Smythe’s watch!” Indy tries to tell them as the Ramploo 
warriors tie him up. “They think I’m Smythe!” he yells to you. 

But there’s nothing you can do with five warriors holding 
you down on the ground. 

They drag Indy over to a large fire and stand him near it. 
You don’t know what they are going to do next, but you know 
it won’t be appetizing. 

Somehow you’ve got to stop them! But the only thing in 
your pockets is a single bullet. You could throw it into the 
fire, or you could use the trick you’ve learned from spending 
sO many summers in the jungle. You could do your great 
elephant call. If it sounds like the bull elephant they’ re afraid 
of, they just might drop their guard long enough for you and 
Indy to escape. Which should you use? 


If you want to do your elephant trumpet, turn to page 90. 


If you want to throw the bullet into the fire, turn to page 103. 


Page 38 


“No one’s ever seen the mask,” Indy continues. “But it’s 
supposed to be about as big as you are, kid. Solid gold with 
two huge, rough diamonds for eyes and smaller diamonds, 
thick as peanut chunks in peanut butter, embedded in the 
trunk. The Ramploos danced from one full moon to the next, 
and the elephant never bothered them again,” Indy says, 
ending the story. 

An elephant-head mask of solid gold with diamond eyes. 
Now, that’s your idea of a reason to come to Africa! 

“The cannibal’s drums are far behind,” Jamal says. “We 
should sleep while the night is cool. The cave nearby will 
make a safe camp.” 

“That’s not a cave,” Indy says. “That’s a deserted old mine 
shaft.” 


If you want to sleep out in the open, turn to page 48. 


If you want to crawl into the mine shaft, turn to page 54. 


Page 39 


Page 40 


Carefully you and Indy move closer to the center of the 
village, where you can easily watch the ritual unfold. 

It begins with drums, played faster and faster. Then 
Ramploo dancers appear, wearing blindfolds and carrying 
wooden platters filled with fruits and sculptures. When the 
music stops abruptly, the dancers fall to their knees before the 
chief’s hut. In eerie silence the Ramploo chief steps out, 
wearing a large mask shaped like an elephant with enormous 
ears and a long trunk. Then he begins moving and trumpeting 
among the motionless dancers, pretending to be the beast that 
terrorizes them. 

Too bad that mask is only made of dried mud. Can you 
imagine a mask that size with diamonds for eyes and 
diamonds studding the trunk? 

The dance is so hypnotic that you don’t notice the Ramploo 
guards who have sneaked up on you until you feel their spears 
jabbing you in the back. They just barely break the skin, 
causing a tiny rivulet of blood to stain your shirt. 


Turn to page 16. 


Page 41 


“C. P. Smythe, the British archaeologist?” you ask in 
disbelief. “He’s in the newsreels all the time.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Indy says irritably. 

C. P. Smythe’s life is like an adventure serial with an 
exciting new chapter every week—except it’s all real. He 
really did discover an almost completely intact dinosaur 
skeleton! And he uncovered a lost city that predates Egyptian 
civilization by five hundred years. Every week on the giant 
movie screen, Smythe appears in his starched white jungle 
clothes, his blond hair falling from under his pith helmet. He’s 
either posing in front of a fabulous lost treasure he’s just 
found or standing with the king of England, modestly refusing 
knighthood again. 

“He’s a parasite, kid, a parasite that kills its host,” Indy 
says, although you can hardly believe it. “I know how he 
works. He’s trailing me to the golden elephant mask. When I 
find it, he’ll try to kill me—just like he killed Jamal. Then 
he’ll collect the fortune and the glory.” 

So what does Indy have in mind? There are two ways to 
get rid of Smythe, he says. And it’s up to you to choose. 


If you want to use voodoo on Smythe, turn to page 19. 


If you want to mislead Smythe about which direction you took, 
turn to page 44. 


Page 42 


Once the mine stops shaking again, Indy spots a glimmer of 
light at the far end of a long tunnel. It could be a secondary 
exit to the mine. 

“The way our luck’s been running, it’s probably just a 
tollbooth,” Indy says. 

“But why do we want an exit? I thought we were looking 
for the treasure,” you say. 

“T’Il make a deal with you, kid,” Indy says, smiling. “If I 
trip over a treasure on my way out, Ill stop and pick it up. 
Otherwise the only thing I’m looking for is the exit.” 

Well, Indy’s obviously not in the same adventurous mood 
you’re in. So if you want to find the mine’s treasure, you’re 
going to have to do it without him. 


If you want to look for the treasure alone, turn to page 92. 


If you just want to get out of there before the whole thing 
collapses, turn to page 96. 


Page 43 


Indy takes your boots and gives them to one of the bearers. 
Then he puts his own boots on another bearer and sends them 
both off to the east. 

“Give my regards to C. P. Smythe when he catches up with 
you, boys,” Indy says with a satisfied smile. 

While Smythe is following your boot tracks east, you and 
Indy will be heading north to the river. 

“We’ll catch the boat to Stanleyville while C. P. Smythe 
gets a one-way ticket to nowhere,” Indy laughs. 

By the time you get to the river, it’s nearly dawn. The 
Bumba, you can see, is a winding, lazy river, easy to swim 
and navigate. But having a boat would save a lot of wear and 
tear, especially since the Bumba is a favorite river of Africa’s 
hungriest crocodiles. So the question is, What’s the best way 
to get a boat? 


If you want to steal a canoe from the riverbank, turn to page 
94. 


If you want to build a raft, turn to page 101. 


Page 44 


Wondering when Smythe is going to go to sleep makes you 
VEMITITY . ..222Z2Z2Z22Z22! 

Pleasant dreams. You’re going to sleep the night away. 

“Morning, pal,” says a man’s voice behind you. “I thought 
you were going to sleep forever.” 

You jump to your feet to face a weather-beaten man in his 
fifties, wearing a black patch over one eye and carrying wood 
for a breakfast fire. 

“You’re not C. P. Smythe,” you say, trying to rub the 
confusion from your eyes. 

“T’m not a lot of people,” he says with a laugh. “I’m just a 
guy, doing his job.” 

“What’s your job?” you ask, ready to run. 

“Finding you. Been after you since Stanleyville. Don’t you 
know your folks are worried gray ‘bout you?” he says, 
lighting a fire. 

“But I’m helping Indiana Jones find the lost mask of the 
elephant, and I’ve got to give this doll to C. P. Smythe so that 
he’ll stop following us.” 

“Sounds to me like you’re half-crazy with starvation,” he 
says, throwing the voodoo doll into the fire and clamping you 
in leg irons. “Nothing personal, but I don’t get paid unless I 
deliver the goods to your parents.” 

Like it or not, you’re headed back where you came from. 
Does Indy ever find the lost treasure? You’ll just have to read 
about it to find out! 


THE END 


Page 45 


Death—that’s the price you’re going to pay for your self- 
respect. But at least you’ ll know that you didn’t stoop to 
groveling in your short, sweet life. 

Above you the bushes around the lion-trap pit shake and 
snap. You know what that means. Something is walking 
around up there. 

Question: What do a lion, a gorilla, and a hyena have in 
common? Answer: They all live in the jungle, they all get 
hungry, and they all are stronger than you are. 

The woven mat of vines covering the pit creaks under the 
weight of the beast. The poison from the blowdarts hasn’t 
worn off, so you’re lying there like a dog biscuit, listening and 
waiting. 

If the animal takes one more step, the cover will give. 

It takes one more step. In a shower of leaves and branches, 
the trap cover comes crashing down. And with it—your killer! 


Turn to page 55. 


Page 46 


The man, who introduces himself politely as Heinrich 
Milthauser, leads you into his room and locks the door. Then, 
with a sweep of his arm, he pulls the top off the walnut cane, 
and with it comes a honed steel sword. He points it at your 
Adam’s apple. 

“Where was your uncle Smythe before he came to Africa?” 
Heinrich demands not so politely. 

“Why do you want to know?” you say softly, feeling the 
blade resting against your skin. 

“T paid your uncle one hundred thousand pounds to find the 
Lost Crown of Pharaoh Fatouk,” says Heinrich, staring into 
your eyes. “He found it—and he kept it for himself. How do 
you think that makes me feel?” 

“Poorer?” you squeak as the sword pokes your neck 
lightly. 

“T think he hid the crown somewhere in the city he visited 
before he came to Africa,” Heinrich says. “Which was it? 
Paris? Berlin? Tell me!” 


If you want to pretend you know where Smythe was, turn to 
page 66. 


If you want to try to overpower Milthauser, turn to page 78. 


Page 47 


Sleep in a mine shaft when you can sleep outside? There’s no 
real choice! You want to watch the sky twinkle and the stars 
dive, hear the breeze blowing through the leaves. 

But as Indy and the bearers settle into their sleeping bags, 
you realize you’re too keyed up to sleep. 

“Jamal,” you say. “Where has the mask been for the past 
thousand years?” 

“Legend says the Ramploo buried it to keep it safe until 
they needed it again,” Jamal answers. “You see, Ramploo 
believe that nothing in the world happens only once. They 
thought the crazy elephant had come many years before and 
that it would come again, a thousand years later.” 

“But if no one has ever seen the mask, how does Indy 
know it’s there?” you ask. 

“T don’t,” Indy says from his sleeping bag. “But going after 
something I know is there is my idea of grocery shopping— 
not archaeology.” 

Then Indy tosses you a folded, sweat-stained telegram 
from his shirt pocket. The telegram reads: 


PROFESSOR INDIANA JONES 


DEAR INDY: THE RAMPLOOS ARE DANCING 
AGAIN. BOBSWIZI 


“See, I forgot to tell you, kid,” Indy says. “The thousand 
years are up.” 


Turn to page 65. 


Page 48 


After a stop in the telegraph office, a stop at the train station, 
and a stop at the general store, Indy heads for the bar in the 
hotel lobby. You know what’s going to happen. Someone’s 
going to shout, “Hey, kid! You can’t go in there. That’s a 
bar!” But Indy is there, so you’ve got to give it a try. 

The hotel desk clerk takes one good look at you—with his 
one good eye—and says, “Hi, Louie. Shaved your mustache, 
huh? Makes you look just like a kid again.” 

You don’t know who Louie is, and you don’t care. You 
quickly follow Indy into the bar and hide behind a potted palm 
tree. Overhead a big paddle fan slowly stirs the stale air for 
the three customers. 

Indy approaches an African man who’s sitting by himself 
at a table, sipping a glass of hot tea. His hair is long and curly, 
worn in tribal fashion. But when he stands to greet Indy, you 
see that his clothes are stylishly American. The two men, 
laughing, pound each other on the back like a couple of high 
school football players. 

For a few minutes you listen to them talk about professors 
and universities, names that connect them back in the States. 
Professor Bobswizi speaks with an elegant English accent, but 
he is a man whose home is neither Africa nor England nor 
America. Finally Indy says, “Now, talk to me about the 
golden mask.” 


Go on to page 50. 


Page 49 


Bobswizi lowers his voice and Indy draws closer. 

“The legend is coming true again, my friend. There is an 
elephant, a young angry bull who was turned out from his 
herd for being too aggressive, too crazy. He is terrorizing the 
Ramploo village.” 

“Anyone hurt?” Indy asks. 

Bobswizi’s face is tight. “It is like before. The chief's 
eldest son was gored,” he replies. 

“What happened to the power of the mask?” Indy asks. 

“The elephant has not seen the mask. The Ramploo are 
dancing without it. I have heard that the chief cannot find it 
anywhere,” Bobswizi says. “Perhaps the mask is lost.” 


Turn to page 11. 


Page 50 


Fifteen paces forward, fifteen paces back. Smythe beats a 
predictable path in front of his campfire. Time it right and you 
can creep over, put the voodoo doll in his knapsack, and 
disappear while his back is turned. 

It’s worth a try. 

You crawl and slither, keeping out of the campfire light. In 
minutes, which pass like months, you’re by his bedroll, 
stuffing the doll into his knapsack. Hey, you made it with time 
to spare. Smythe still isn’t looking your way. Might as well 
stuff a snake into his bedroll for good measure. 

Luckily there’s a nice long brown one sleeping in the 
nearby brush. And you begin shoving it into Smythe’s bedroll. 

“Ouch!” you scream. 

The snake takes a chomp out of you. You should have 
known a snake would be on Smythe’s side! 

“Who the deuce are you?” exclaims Smythe, drawing his 
pistol. 

Snakes always stick together. 


Turn to page 29. 


Page 51 


Page 52 


Indy lifts the elephant mask into the air just as the moon 
reappears. The golden head and huge ears are marvels of the 
ancient arts. The diamond eyes, big as baseballs, glint in the 
moonlight. The graceful, curving trunk glitters, too, covered 
with smaller diamonds. 

“You know what, kid?” Indy says. “This isn’t the mask of 
a frightened people. Just a people who were innocent but 
confused. The Ramploo couldn’t understand how something 
as beautiful as the elephant could also be so cruel.” 

“Jones, I shall always remember that touch of the poet in 
you,” says the laughing voice of C. P. Smythe from behind a 
machine gun. 

“You're eulogizing me a little too soon, Smythe,” Indy 
says calmly. 

“T don’t think so,” Smythe says, cocking the action of the 
machine gun. “Now, old chap, I think you’ve held the golden 
mask long enough. Hand it to its new owner. I'd hate to get 
your blood all over something so valuable.” 

Indy tosses the golden treasure right into your hands! 


Turn to page 72. 


Page 53 


The mine is cold and dark. At the mouth, Indy can stand at his 
full height, but deeper down in the main shaft, where it 
branches into smaller tunnels, he has to bend over to avoid 
cracking his head against the wooden support beams that run 
up the walls and across the low ceiling. 

“What’s the first thing you ask yourself in a deserted mine 
like this?” Indy asks? 

“Where’s the kitchen?” you joke. 

“No, kid. Why is it deserted? What happened?” Indy says, 
shining his kerosene lantern on the walls. “Did it dry up? Did 
it cave in? Did a tribal witch doctor place it under a curse?” 

The lantern’s beam passes over one wall that seems to 
shine under its layers of dust. Underneath the dirt is a strange 
splash of red—painted symbols and lines. 

“What is that?” you ask. 


Turn to page 79. 


Page 54 


It falls directly on you, not with a roar, a snarl, or a growl, but 
with an oooph! This is not a wild beast. It’s a young black 
African, who touches your face all over and then laughs. 

“Hey!” you say. The sound of your voice scares him away 
from you. 

He says something in a strange and melodic language, and 
you answer him in the same tongue. 

“You speak that language, kid?” Indy asks, amazed. ““What 
did he say?” 

“He said, ‘Excuse me for falling on you.’” 

“He’s blind, kid. I know his tribe,” Indy says. “They kick 
out blind people, thinking they’re cursed. Tell him about the 
poison darts.” 

You do, and he goes scrambling up the side of the pit as 
fast as he can. But after a few minutes he’s back again with 
his hands full of bright orange berries. 

“He says to eat these berries, Indy. They’ll cure the poison. 
We'll be able to move,” you say. 

It sounds good, but can you really trust a blind man to find 
the right berries in the jungle? 


If you want to eat the berries, turn to page 97. 


If you don’t, turn to page 73. 


Page 55 


You can be thankful once you and Indy come to rest, face up, 
in the bottom of the pit. It’s empty. 

Suddenly a ruddy, healthy face framed by blond hair leans 
over the edge. It’s C. P. Smythe. 

“Jones? Is that you, old boy?” Smythe says. “I say, you’ ve 
fallen down on your luck, haven’t you—ha ha ha ha! Can you 
believe the Zleewums dug this for me in exchange for a polo 
helmet? And a couple of rifles, of course.” 

“You should have given them some teeth instead. How 
about I knock yours out for starters?” Indy says. 


Turn to page 116. 


Page 56 


With mud, leaves, twigs, stones, and a tree nut for a head, 
Indy fashions a voodoo doll. As a final touch, he marks the 
nut with beetle blood. 

“Okay, kid—I made it,” he says. “Now you deliver it!” 

“But—but—but—’” you finally manage to say. Indy can’t 
really expect you to find C. P. Smythe and face him alone, can 
he? 

“Kid, if he sees me, he’ ll know the whole thing is a joke. 
And we don’t want that, do we?” Indy says, placing the doll in 
your hands and pushing you toward the dark jungle. 

“But what will he do if he sees me?” you ask, almost afraid 
to hear the answer. 

“Try to look on the bright side, will you, kid?” 


If you want to take the doll to Smythe, turn to page 10. 


If you think it’ll work just as well to leave the doll in your 
camp for Smythe to find, turn to page 23. 


Page 57 


“Safety in numbers,” you say, yawning. “Right, Indy?” 
“Right,” Indy agrees. “And besides,” he adds, looking you 
over, “a little snooze wouldn’t hurt any of us. Don’t worry, 
kid. Pll wake you when the action starts.” 
Indy keeps his word. Hours later he wakes you up when the 
action starts—unfortunately with his gut-wrenching screams! 
You bolt to your feet to take in a hideous panorama in a 
second of surprise and shock. Jamal and the other bearers are 
tied together around a stake. And the cannibals—who 
reportedly never attack a group as large as this—are forcing a 
kicking, struggling Indy headfirst into a pot of boiling water! 
This savage tribe, which time has forgotten and civilization 
overlooked, is cruel and primitive. And they have terrible 
table manners. But as a gangly warrior approaches you with 
his spear aimed at your head, you realize that a cannibal meal 
is a sight that you will never live to see. 


THE END 


Page 58 


Smythe thinks he knows everything, but he doesn’t. He said 
you’d die hideously—not so. In fact, it was painless. Faster 
than the blink of an eye. 

And Mr. Jungle-know-it-all said you had about an hour 
left. He’d better hit the guidebooks again and check out the 
chapter on snake identification. The truth is it only took two 
minutes for the poison to paralyze you. 

Don’t you just hate people who act like experts about 
everything? Wouldn’t you like to tell Smythe off? 

Forget it—you’re stone dead. Before you go handling 
snakes in this jungle again, maybe you'd better hit that chapter 
in the guidebooks yourself. 


THE END 


Page 59 


Page 60 


Lying face down in the soft ground with machine gun bullets 
zipping over your head is not the best way to see Africa. 

“Ooo-eee! Jimmie-Bob, that thing ought to be dead five 
ways by now. What’re you still shootin’ for?” someone shouts 
in a voice right out of a cowboy movie. 

It’s a group of American cowboys! Boy, did they take a 
wrong turn at the pass. You quickly rip off your shirt and 
wave it as a white flag. When the guns stop, you stand up. 

“Hunting with a machine gun? Are you guys idiots?!” you 
shout at three men wearing white safari clothing and Texas 
ten-gallon hats. 


Turn to page 118. 


Page 61 


Careful becomes your middle name as you inch away from 
Indy and toward the opening of the mine. 

When you finally reach the main tunnel, past the wall with 
the red painted warning, you hear the sound you didn’t want 
to hear. Another cave-in rumbles through the mine far behind 
you—where Indy was trapped! 

On the return trip to Indy, you, Jamal, and the bearers have 
to dig through walls of debris. The second cave-in has nearly 
sealed the entire mine up tight. 

As you work, Jamal and the others begin humming a 
melody. Their voices echo and hang in the air. Is it an African 
labor song? A prayer? 

“The song is called ‘Stardust.’ Popular American song that 
Indy insisted we learn,” Jamal answers, continuing to push 
aside rocks. 

“T just hope he can hear it,” you say, scooping away more 
dirt with your hands. 


Turn to page 74. 


Page 62 


As darkness falls the Ramploo ring their village with burning 
torches. Surrounding the entire village is another circle, a 
circle of twenty curved, polished elephant tusks planted in the 
ground with the pointed ends curving inward toward the 
center of the village. 

The huts are arranged in a circle just inside the tusks, and 
at the very center of all the circles is the chief’s hut. 

“To the Ramploo,” Indy explains, “their chief is the center 
of the universe. All other people, villages, jungles, and worlds 
spread out from that center.” 

Then, as the sky grows truly dark, the music slowly begins. 
You can hear the drums and see flickering figures between the 
huts, but you can’t really see the whole ceremony without 
creeping closer to the village. 

Does the chief have the elephant mask at last? 


If you want to begin searching for the mask while the 
Ramploo are dancing, turn to page 26. 


If you want to creep closer to see if the tribe has found the 
mask, turn to page 41. 


Page 63 


If you had a pencil and paper, you could write down the list 
you’re going over in your mind. 


THINGS TO DO TODAY 


1. Curse Indiana Jones for leaving you to die in a pit of 
quicksand. 

2. Watch your life pass before your eyes. 

3. See how long you can stay submerged in quicksand. 
(The record is all of eternity, and you’ve got a good shot at 
matching it.) 


Remember: Don’t struggle. 


Just very carefully turn to page 15. 


Page 64 


The next morning Jamal wakes you before the sun rises. Indy 
lifts his coffee cup as a greeting but goes on silently studying 
a map. Bubu comes around to see if you’ve got anything 
special for breakfast that he didn’t have. 

“T heard Bubu screeching last night,” you say to Jamal as 
the two of you pack up the gear. “What was it?” 

“Probably a cougar came into our camp,” Jamal answers. 
“Bubu take extra good care of me and Indy.” 

“T guess Indy takes good care of you, too, if he saved your 
life,” you say. 

“Yes, Indy is very brave man.” 

When the gear is packed up, you begin the grueling hike 
through the brush, knowing that the heat is only going to get 
worse as the day goes on. For a while the jungle is so quiet 
that the walking almost seems restful. 

Then suddenly Indy, who is in the lead, freezes in his 
tracks. Blocking the path is a pride of hungry lions, snarling 
and threatening to spring! 


Turn to page 119. 


Page 65 


Where in the world could Smythe have been? He’s probably 
been to every country, A to Z. Well, you’re only guessing, so 
you might as well start at the top. 

“Uncle Smythe was in Antwerp, Belgium.” 

“Splendid!” Milthauser says, returning the sword to his 
walking stick. Then he grabs your shoulders and says, “You 
are coming with me, yes? Your uncle has got something that I 
want—and now I’ve got something that he wants! He will 
have to make a trade, or he can forget about coming to your 
high school graduation.” 


Turn to page 82. 


Page 66 


Quickly you survey the situation. To the untrained eye it 
might look like Indy is pinned under a pile of logs and rocks. 
Not so. You see that the rubble forms a tangled yet balanced 
web. 

“T’ve got the answer—physics and geometry!” you 
announce. 

“Kid, this is no time for an IQ test. Just get me out of 
heres 

That’s exactly your plan. And it’s simple. All you have to 
do is take out the right log, and half of the pile will fall on one 
side of Indy, and the other half will fall on the other side of 
him. Because he’s at the vertex of what looks to you like an 
upside-down isosceles triangle, nothing will fall straight down 
on Indy. 

That’s the simple part. The hard part is knowing which is 
the right log to yank. 

“Eeny, meeny, miny, moe,” you begin to say. Sometimes a 
grasp of physics and geometry just isn’t enough. 


Turn to page 6. 


Page 67 


Without words the Ramploo chief steps forward and lays 
Smythe’s moon-face watch on the dead man’s body, showing 
that he realizes he’s made the mistake. He looks expectantly 
toward Indy, who for a moment grips the mask tighter than 
ever. 

“Nuts,” Indy says, dropping the machine gun. 

Then the chief takes the mask from Indy and lays his hand 
over Indy’s heart. 

“What does that mean?” you ask. 

“He doesn’t believe I’d ever take something that means so 
much to his people,” Indy explains. 


Turn to page 120. 


Page 68 


“Wait a minute! Time out! This is totally unfair!” you shout to 
C. P. Smythe at the top of your lungs. 

“T don’t want to die in a lion’s trap!” you continue 
desperately. “You want the elephant mask? Take it. PI help 
you find it—just let me go. I’m too young to die. I’ve never 
been to a prom or paid taxes. I’ve never gotten drunk and 
thrown up at an office Christmas party. Please, Mr. Smythe, 
let me go. Listen—I know where my mother keeps her 
heirloom jewels from her great-great grandmother. Ill show 
you if you’ll only please, please come back and get me out of 
here!” 

For a minute the rhythmic whoosh of your own breathing is 
the only sound you hear. Then Indy’s voice breaks the silence. 

“Kid, that was the most disgusting, un-American, 
cowardly, and disgraceful speech ever delivered on the face of 
the earth.” 

Finally you hear footsteps above. Smythe has come back! 
You're saved! 


Turn to page 99. 


Page 69 


“Kid,” Indy says, wrapping a vine around his waist with his 
hands, “I know they do it in the movies. But I swear, kid, if 
you start screaming like some half-man, half-ape while you’re 
swinging on this vine, I’1l shoot myself.” 

With those final instructions, Indy launches himself across 
the goopy swamp. His vine carries him in a smooth arc to the 
other side. 

Now it’s your turn. You wrap yourself in the thick, dry 
vine, take a running start, and—go! 

One second your feet are touching the ground. The next 
there’s no ground to touch. You’re sailing in the air. In 
another second the vine snaps, and you’re sailing straight 
down. 

You hit the swamp with more of a s/urp than a splash. You 
were right about the swamp—it’s pure quicksand. 

“Indy!” you shout, waving your arms to him. 

“Don’t struggle, kid,” he says, walking away from you. 
“And don’t worry, either. There’s a good chance I’Il find the 
mask before you’re too far gone.” 


Turn to page 64. 


Page 70 


Page 71 


“T’m surprised at you, sport,’ Smythe laughs. “Do you 
actually think I wouldn’t shoot a kid?” 

Smythe’s cold eyes make you shiver. 

“T’d take care who you shoot, Smythe,” Indy says. “You’ve 
got the whole Ramploo tribe watching behind you.” 

Smythe turns his head and sees what you and Indy have 
been watching for minutes. The Ramploo have returned to the 
plain. But for what? To witness? Or to kill the survivors? 

“T’ve got plenty of ammunition for them,” Smythe says, 
firing a few rounds into the sky. 

But, as if in answer to Smythe’s gunfire, a terrible, ground- 
shaking scream fills the air, a scream of anguish and anger. 
It’s the deranged elephant trumpeting his final challenge to 
those who trespass in his territory. 

The elephant’s cry comes closer and closer. In the 
darkness, you can hear his feet pounding the ground, and you 
think you can feel the ground giving way. 

“Oh, bother that blasted elephant. Let’s get on with it,” 
Smythe says, aiming the machine gun at your head. 


Turn to page 91. 


Page 72 


Should you eat the berries? They look tasty. But what if the 
blind man picked the wrong berries by mistake? The road to 
shrunken-head-dom could be paved with just such good 
intentions. 

“T’Il pass,” you tell the African. 

“Send him over to me, kid,” Indy says. 

Indy gobbles down all of the berries and immediately 
stands up, filled with energy. “Kid, those berries are a 
miracle,” he says. 

“Okay, so I was wrong,” you say a little nervously. “Find 
me some more of those berries, would you, Indy?” 

“No problem, kid,” Indy answers as he and the blind man 
climb out of the pit. But a few minutes later he’s back with a 
serious look on his face. 


Turn to page 113. 


Page 73 


“Are you certain this is the right area?” Jamal asks while 
Bubu scratches his head. 

“Jamal, I know that one rock looks like another, but this is 
where I left Indy. And he wasn’t exactly in a position to go 
get a drink of water,” you say, scratching your own head. 
“He’s got to be here!” 

But he isn’t. And just when even you are beginning to think 
you’re looking in the wrong tunnel, you find a message 
scratched in the dirt: 


Kid— 


Sorry I couldn’t stick around. The second cave-in opened a 
wall, revealing the most fabulous diamond supply I’ve ever 
seen. Funny how a few dozen jewels the size of a grapefruit 
can inspire a man to get himself out of a tight spot—even a 
tight spot like this. If you make it back to the States, look me 
up sometime. 


Indy 


THE END 


Page 74 


Stone on stone. It’s the most primitive of methods, but it’s a 
useful skill for honing an edge. 

With your belt wrapped tighter than you can stand around 
your arm, you’ve got to open the snakebite wound, suck out 
the venom, and bleed it clean. Your operating instrument is a 
rock sharpened on another rock, stone on stone. 

A couple of hours later, you stagger back to Indy’s camp, 
weakened but free of the poison. 

“Forget voodoo. What’s next on the list?” you say before 
you fall to the ground, exhausted. 

“T’m sorry, kid. I’m really sorry,” Indy says later, after 
wrapping you in blankets. “You rest for awhile. I’ve got a 
plan. Get some rest and everything will be okay.” 


Turn to page 44. 


Page 75 


It’s midnight, and the wild wind is howling around you when 
you and Indy retrieve his archaeological tools from the 
wooded jungle nearby. 

Then Indy stands in the middle of the flat plain, calculating 
where his shadow would fall if tchowassa, the sun were 
setting, instead of tchowassi, the sun were rising. 

“They passed these instructions from generation to 
generation by mouth. If the guy listening had a hearing 
problem or the guy talking happened to be chewing gum, they 
could have mixed up the words,” Indy says, following his 
imagined shadow to the east. 

The trail ends in a large grassy area—filled with mammoth 
bones! It’s an elephant graveyard, where elephants come to 
die and come to remember the dead. No wonder the Ramploo 
wouldn’t even think of digging here. 

With a pickaxe and a shovel, you and Indy move the 
enormous elephant bones aside and begin turning up the soil. 
Three feet down, you strike something solid. 

“Tt’s a box,” Indy says, slapping his hands together. “A 


1»? 


beautiful, ancient wooden box 


If you want to open it immediately, turn to page 88. 


If you want to take cover first, then drag the box into the 
jungle, turn to page 95. 


Page 76 


You decide to ignore the plane and keep going. Indy pushes 
everyone hard on the trail, especially himself. 

“Four’s the magic number,” he says, turning in that night. 

That means four days till he gets rid of you. He doesn’t 
know it yet, but nothing is going to stop you from seeing the 
elephant mask! 

After midnight, Bubu’s screeching and howling wakes you 
up again, just as it did the night before. In an instant Indy is on 
his feet, pistol drawn. 

“Where’s Bubu?” he asks. 

“Over there in the bushes,” you say, pointing beyond the 
light of your campfire. But you’re not pointing with your 
finger. You’re pointing with your rifle, hammer cocked. 
“Someone’s with him.” 


Turn to page 115. 


Page 77 


Think like the jungle... what does the jungle do against its 
opponents? It does the unexpected; it catches them off-guard. 

Milthauser stands with his sword pointed at your throat. He 
may have the upper hand, but is he ready for this? 

You suddenly let go with the loudest, most ferocious belch 
you can muster from the depths of your stomach. 

The German’s eyes bug wide with surprise, and for a 
second he lowers the pointed steel. It’s all the time you need 
to catch him unprepared. 

“Try my size tens on for size!” you say, tromping on his 
feet with all your weight. Then you knock him flat on his 
back. Don’t look behind and don’t say good-bye—you leap 
out the window to the street below... not so very far below, 
since Milthauser’s room is on the first floor. 

Running and leaping down the street like a happy gazelle 
who has just spoiled a predator’s whole day, you see Indiana 
Jones walking toward the Seville Hotel. 

What’s up, Indy? 


Turn to page 49. 


Page 78 


“The answer to my question. It’s a greeting of sorts,” Indy 
says. “It says, “Warning! The spirit of this mine will not give 
up its treasure—unless someone gives up a life!’” 

Treasure! Now you’re talking. Good thing you wore pants 
with big pockets. 

“Tt could be diamonds or gold,” Indy says. “Of course, it 
could be salt or beetles, too. Treasures are as different as the 
men who hide them.” 

What luck! You’ve stumbled onto a deserted mine with a 
hide-and-seek treasure, and you’re there with the most famous 
fortune bloodhound in the world: Indiana Jones. But is he 
sniffing the air for gold? Is he digging up the floor for jewels? 
No! He’s turning around and walking back toward the 
opening of the mine! 

“Where are you going?” you ask in disbelief. 


Turn to page 112. 


Page 79 


Sorry, operator, you’ve got the wrong number. 

Have you ever dropped an egg and watched it go splat? 
Have you ever licked an ice cream cone so hard, the top scoop 
slipped off and hit the floor—splorch! Have you ever bitten 
into a jelly doughnut and the jelly squirted out the other end? 

If so, there’s no reason to go on describing what happened 
when the elephant trampled you, is there? Yech! 


THE END 


Page 80 


Before it’s over you’ve killed three of the lions and wounded 
some of the others, but not in time to save Jamal. The huge 
cats leap straight toward him as if he were the only target they 
could smell. Indy’s stinging whip, cracking the cubs on the 
back, finally chases away the last of them. 

Later, with the shock and grief still fresh, Indy buries his 
friend. Bubu, who had stood by the grave while Indy dug it, 
now attaches himself to Indy’s shoulders. 

“Will you take this monkey away, kid?” Indy snaps. “Take 
him away and tell him he’s smarter than I am.” 

“What are you talking about, Indy?” you ask. 


Turn to page 114. 


Page 81 


Many trains, two ships, and more trains later you arrive in 
Antwerp, Belgium. 

Of course, you should have told Milthauser days ago that 
you were lying. But after all this time, all this travel, and all of 
the desserts you’ve been ordering en route, you’re reasonably 
confident that Milthauser won’t think the truth of the matter is 
very funny. So you’ve got to go through with this charade. 

“What’s the most expensive hotel in Antwerp?” you ask. 

“The Marlborough,” Milthauser says. 

“That’s it! That’s where Uncle Smythe always stays,” you 
say. “And they have great desserts. I'll bet he left the crown in 
their safe.” 

“Splendid,” Milthauser says. 

All you have to do is go into a hotel you’ve never seen 
before, convince the manager that you’re the nephew of 
someone he’s probably never met, and get him to let you 
clean out your uncle’s nonexistent safe-deposit box. Wouldn’t 
it have been easier to tell Heinrich that you could fly? 


If you're a good liar, go on to page 83. 


If you're a lousy liar, turn to page 89. 


Page 82 


This must be your lucky day. Because, believe it or not, the 
manager of the Marlborough Hotel says that C. P. Smythe 
stays there all the time, and an honest-looking young relative 
of his, like you, may be permitted to open his safe-deposit 
box! 

He leaves his office manager to arrange it, and you give 
Milthauser, who is waiting for you in the lobby, a little wave. 
However, Heinrich doesn’t know it, but that was a wave 
good-bye. Inside the box you find a large, lumpy black velvet 

bag with Smythe’s nametag on it. Finders keepers, and 
Milthauser can cry his eyes out, you figure. You sneak out of 
the hotel with it—the back way! 


Turn to page 117. 


Page 83 


You don’t need Indy to tell you that you’re getting close to the 
spot. Your heartbeat tells you—it’s increasing with every step. 

“We’re here,” Indy says. 

“Let’s start digging,” you say. 

“What for?” Indy says. “Look around, kid.” 

Suddenly your heart stops, sinks, waits for the joke to be 
over. Because everywhere your eyes turn under the moon’s 
white light, you see that the African earth has been dug into 
and turned up. In places the excavations are twenty feet deep. 

“Kid, this wasn’t the work of termites,” Indy says. 
“Someone’s dug halfway to hell trying to find the mask. 
Maybe it was the Ramploo, maybe it was Smythe.” 

“But maybe they didn’t find it,” you argue. 

“Maybe. But if they didn’t, my guess is it’s because 
someone a hundred, two hundred years ago already found it,” 
says Indy. “Believe it or not, kid, even without radio and the 
Sunday comics, word got around about treasures like this.” 

“So now what do we do?” The words choke in your throat. 

“T don’t know about you, but I feel like an ocean cruise,” 
Indy says, straightening an imaginary bow tie. 


Turn to page 100. 


Page 84 


Page 85 


You push with all of your might and then things begin to 
happen—most of which you don’t expect and none of which 
you can control. 

Rocks fall against other rocks in every direction, and 
timbers split in two with deafening crashes. The log pinning 
Indy groans and shifts in the chaos—just enough so that you 
can grab Indy and pull him away seconds before a boulder 
falls exactly on the spot where he was lying. 

“That rock would have squashed me flatter than cellophane 
tape,” Indy says, running for cover. “What happened to 
physics and geometry?” 

“T said they were the answer. I never said they were my 
best subjects,” you admit. 

“Kid, if we make it to Stanleyville alive, I’m never going 
to be gladder to say good-bye to anyone than you!” Indy says. 
Which, of course, you interpret as just his way of saying 

thanks for saving his life. 


Turn to page 43. 


Page 86 


From high in the sky you must have looked like an ant at first. 
But something caught the pilot’s eyes. 

Dropping down a few hundred feet, he circles and waves 
back, signaling that he understands you’re in trouble. 

But what you couldn’t know is that the help this pilot can 
bring is food and medicine. He’s a missionary, and when he 
sees you waving wildly, he quickly jettisons two crates—one 
filled with powdered milk, the other with penicillin. 

Crates tossed from a plane fall faster than they look. And 
since this pilot used to be a World War I bomber, they fall 
more accurately, too. The two crates land exactly on the spot 
where you are standing, killing you instantly. 

Too bad you didn’t have the guts to stick it out with Indy. 
Here’s hoping the next time you encounter a missionary in 
Africa, all he tries to do is teach you English! 


THE END 


Page 87 


Push. Pull. Push. Pull. Dragging the heavy wooden box from 
the elephant graveyard to a secluded place in the jungle is 
hard work, but it’s a good idea. There, under the trees, no one 
will be able to observe your golden treasure. 

“Can’t see anything without the moon,” Indy complains 
when he’s finally ready to open the box. So he leans closer to 
the lid, working at an ancient iron lock with a pick. 

In another minute the lock will break and the search will be 
over. You have found what others have sought for centuries. 
You and Indy can feel each other’s breath as you move even 
closer for your first look under the lid. 

Thwack! Thwack-thwack-thwack! 

Unfortunately your first look is your last. Opening the lid 
triggers a row of ten poisonous darts, each of which finds its 
place in your flesh. 

Congratulations, posthumously, of course. You’ve just 
made a significant archaeological discovery—one of the 
earliest examples ever found of an invention known as the 
burglar alarm! 


THE END 


Page 88 


“How can he be your uncle, when C. P. Smythe has no 
brothers or sisters?” asks the manager of the hotel 
suspiciously. 

“Did I say uncle?” you stammer. “I meant cousin. I’m his 
cousin.” 

“How can you be his cousin, when his entire family was 
killed in a strange dirigible accident ten years ago? His alarm 
clock didn’t go off that morning, so C. P. wasn’t on board. 
However, he did inherit the remaining fortunes of all of his 
family,” says the manager, motioning for a bellhop to toss you 
out of the hotel. 

Outside, Heinrich Milthauser is waiting. But before he can 
reach you, a man in a wide-brimmed hat and wrinkled trench 
coat grabs you. 

“Come on, kid. You’re coming with me,” he says, taking 
your arm with an iron grip. 

“Where to?” you finally find the breath to ask. 

“Back to your parents, of course,” he says, flashing his 
Interpol I.D. “Police all over the world have been looking for 
you. You’re going home. Can’t beat that with a stick, can 
you?” 

Certainly not the kind of stick that Milthauser carries. Bye- 
bye, Heinrich. 


THE END 


Page 89 


Tilting back your head, you make a sound the likes of which 
can only be heard after a lengthy cucumber-eating contest. 

And it works. The Ramploo are terrified, frozen in their 
tracks by your perfect elephant imitation. 

However, unbeknownst to you, the call you’ve used is a 
mating call. And almost instantly, your voice is answered by 
the giant rogue elephant—the very one that has already tried 
to kill you twice! 

It trumpets again—close, then even closer. 

No one breathes until the voice of the raging bull elephant 
fades into the night. 

Then the chief looks at you and Indy and mutters three 
words. And from the look on his face you know that your life 
is over. 


Turn to page 107. 


Page 90 


Indy leaps at Smythe, deflecting his aim before the gun goes 
off. 

The two roll on the ground, fists flying, wrestling for the 
machine gun. But they are right in the path of the charging 
elephant! 

The beast is completely crazed now, trumpeting and 
shaking its head furiously from side to side, running blindly 
ahead. 

But neither Indy nor Smythe will give up the gun. And it 
seems they are completely unaware that the raging bull 
elephant is close to crushing them both! At the last second 
Indy lets go of the machine gun and rolls away. The elephant 
rolls through, trampling Smythe like a cigarette butt. 


Turn to page 98. 


Page 91 


If Indy won’t go down that skinny tunnel to see if it’s full of 
gold, then you’re going to have to go it alone. 

“Hey,” you call to him. “What does a painted red squiggle 
with four other red squiggles and then three dots mean?” 

“Let me see that,” Indy says, pushing you aside. 

Suddenly he starts digging away at the dirt wall of the 
mine. 

“Wouldn’t it be easier to find an exit rather than dig one?” 
you ask. 

Indy doesn’t answer, but grabs you by the shoulders and 
shoves your hands into the hole he is uncovering. “Dig, kid. 
Dig!” he says. 


Turn to page 31. 


Page 92 


“Tt’s too bad we’re going to die,” Indy says with typical calm 
as you both lie there. “Because I just figured out why the 
Ramploo haven’t found the mask.” 

It’s hard to care about an elephant mask when you’re 
thinking about all the things at home that you’ll never see 
again. But Indy goes on. 

“Tt’s amazingly simple, kid. I heard two tribesmen talking 
about how the elephant always comes at sunrise and sunset,” 
Indy says. “In the Ramploo language those two words sound 
almost exactly alike—only a cough different.” 

“Indy,” you say, ignoring him, “what are you going to miss 
most? Swimming in July or skating in January?” you ask. 

“Are you listening to me, kid?” Indy says. “I think the 
Ramploo have got sunset and sunrise mixed up. They’re 
looking at the wrong shadow, digging in the wrong direction.” 

When you don’t answer, Indy says, “I’m going to miss “em 
both, kid.” 

The breeze blows the acrid smell of the insect juice into 
your nostrils. But then the wind changes direction, blowing 
another unpleasant but familiar odor at you. Although you 
can’t move your head, you can smell that a hyena is near. In 
fact, it’s standing next to you, sniffing you. 


Turn to page 102. 


Page 93 


Who can believe that you could be swept up in this kind of 
adventure? Kidnapped by cannibals, rescued by the famous 
Indiana Jones, pursuing the golden mask of the Ramploo 
elephant, and pursued by C. P. Smythe, a world-class villain 
in British tailoring? 

And as you and Indy stand on the banks of the Bumba 
River, giving Smythe an ingenious now-you-see-us-now- you- 
don’t slip, who can believe the luck of finding an abandoned 
canoe? There it is, too good to be true but waiting for you to 
“borrow” for the trip to Stanleyville. 

Too good to be true is right, pal. 

Too bad you forgot to think like the jungle. Maybe you 
would have remembered that no one ever abandons a canoe in 
Africa, except for one reason—it leaks. 

Your stolen canoe sinks in midstream, leaving you and 
Indy to swim for it. But you aren’t left for long. 

“Who can believe the luck of two tasty morsels dropping in 
for a bite?” think the ravenous, agile, and lucky crocodiles 
that infest the ancient river. 

When they’re finished with you, they push the canoe back 
to the riverbank and wait to see if they can attract some 
breakfast for tomorrow morning. 


THE END 


Page 94 


“Stand back,” Indy says, raising a crowbar over his head. 

There is no craft or cabinetry stronger than brute force. The 
box resists Indy for the first two blows, then it cracks. As soon 
as the lid flies open, ten poisonous darts zip past your heads. 
A poison pen greeting from antiquity. 

“If we had been standing closer, kid, we’d be dartboards,” 
Indy says. 

“The box is empty!” you cry in disappointment. 

Indy taps the floor of the box with the crowbar and simply 
says, “False bottom.” 

Then his trusty crowbar goes to work again, prying away 
the wooden planks. Underneath is the sight you’ve been 
waiting to see. 

Even before he lifts it out of the box, you can tell that the 
mask is more spectacular than you ever imagined! 


Turn to page 53. 


Page 95 


Crash! Boom! Squish! 

Sorry, but it sounds like you and Indy didn’t make it out of 
the mine before it collapsed. 

Apparently there’s something the spirit of the mine hates 
even more than people who try to find the treasure—people 
who don’t try to find the treasure! 

Hope being squashed and smashed under tons of rocks and 
debris doesn’t crush your spirits! 


THE END 


Page 96 


The orange berries are soft and tart, with tiny seeds inside that 
crunch as you bite them. Within seconds of eating them, a 
strange feeling comes over you. You and Indy can move 
again! And the first place you move to is the ground above. 

“Kid, I’m almost afraid to say it, but maybe you’re starting 
to bring me good luck!” Indy shouts. 

As a sign of friendship, Indy slips a necklace that belonged 
to Jamal over the blind man’s neck. “I don’t know if the beads 
do anything, but Jamal wore them only one day a week,” he 
says. 

Then you and Indy take the shortest possible route to 
Stanleyville, hoping all the way that some hideous jungle 
death has befallen Smythe. 


Turn to page 22. 


Page 97 


In the elephant graveyard the bull feels trapped. He begins 
throwing and smashing the huge dry bones in a frenzy, crying 
and snorting and then returning to obey his instinct to kill 
again. 

You stand helplessly as the enormous trunk swings in your 
direction. He’s chosen his next target—you! 

Shielding yourself, you raise the golden elephant mask 
high in the air. The beast rears up above you on its hind legs 
just as the machine gun in Indy’s hands spits out rounds. You 
jump back, and the elephant topples forward, shot dead in the 
eye: 

“Stand behind me, kid,” Indy says, taking the mask from 
your hands. 


Turn to page 68. 


Page 98 


The cover of the mat lifts at one corner, and in that corner 
appears the face of C. P. Smythe. 

“You—you—” Smythe begins. “You lowly toad, you 
blabbering coward, you simpering wimp, you mortifying 
embarrassment to every living, breathing parent—accidental 
death is too good for you!” With that Smythe throws 
something muddy and round into the pit. 

“What was that?” Indy asks. 

“A nest of Pyrdar slugs,” Smythe says agreeably. 

“That’s what I thought,” Indy sighs. 

By now you’re probably dying to know what a Pyrdar slug 
is. You will learn soon enough how these small, slimy 
creatures burrow into their victims. After that—very shortly 
after that—all of your internal organs swell to about three 
times their normal size. You feel like you’re going to explode, 
but you don’t. You just die... from suspense almost more than 
anything else. 

But there is one small consolation. The cannibals who find 
you and eat you, thinking that you are a couple of fat, juicy 
American jerks die from the poison in the same hideous 
fashion. 

Next time you try to worm your way out of a predicament, 
just remember: He who lives by the worm dies by the worm. 


THE END 
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You and Indy trek back through the jungle, through vines, 
past the quicksand without a single moment’s worth of 
adventure or danger to interrupt your trip. 

Your parents find you in Stanleyville, and soon you, your 
parents, and Indy are back on a ship bound for the U.S. of A. 

After two days on the ship, you’re dressed like a kid again. 
And Indy is back to being a professor. Except that on the trip 
home, he doesn’t ignore you the way he did on the trip over. 

One night he’s talking to a group of tourists about the 
Ramploo mask when suddenly his face freezes. 

“T think I know where it is!” he shouts. 

With that, Indy jumps overboard and begins swimming 
back to Africa. You’re about to join him when your parents 
grab you and hold on tight. 

Oh, no you don’t—you’re not going to miss the first day of 
school, or your aunt Emily’s birthday, or your cousin’s cello 
recital. 

You know that Indy will find the mask, but you won’t be 
along for the fortune and glory this time. Too bad! 


THE END 
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Well, you can add one more talent to the list of Indiana Jones’ 
credits—his knowledge of the ancient art of raft building. He 

instantly sketches out a blueprint in the mud. Then he divides 

the labor this way: He does all the thinking, and you do all the 
work. 

“Earn your keep, kid,” Indy says, settling down 
comfortably under a tree. “You'll have this baby built in no 
time.” 

“You're talking through your hat,” you grumble. And with 
his hat over his eyes, that’s exactly what Indy does do until 
the raft is complete. 

Huck Finn never mentioned how hard it is to chop logs, 
clean them, notch them, and lash them together. He was 
probably too anxious to get out on the river. Well, you’re 
anxious too. You’re anxious to get to Stanleyville. There 
you'll find out more about the golden elephant-head mask and 
convince Indy to take you with him to find it. 

“You built her. You name her,” Indy says, surveying the 
finished raft. 

“The U.S.S. Backbreaker,” you suggest. 

But the more important question is when you should sail. 
Nighttime is risky. You can’t see anything. Daytime is risky, 
too, because everyone and everything can see you. 


If you want to wait for nightfall to set out, turn to page 13. 


If you want to hurry because Smythe may get to Stanleyville 
first, turn to page 9. 
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Hyenas are cowardly creatures, feeding on leftovers and the 
weak and unprotected. The animal’s fur bristles in the 
suddenly stiff wind as he stares into your eyes. He opens his 
mouth, but before he can chomp, a bright light and a 
thunderous crash splash across the sky. Then a lightning bolt 
strikes the ground a few feet away. The beast leaps away and 
runs off, leaving you in a pool of sweat. 

But the hyena is not the only creature watching you. With 
yips and screeches, little Bubu cautiously approaches across 
the plain and sits on Indy’s chest. 

“Bubu, do the trick. Do the trick Jamal taught you,” Indy 
Says. 

The monkey immediately starts going through Indy’s 
pockets. 

“Not that trick! The other one!” 

Bubu tries out his whole act, shaking hands, waving good- 
bye, thumbing his nose, lifting his hands in prayer—at least 
that trick is useful right now. Finally Bubu leans over to pick 
and pull at the knots of the ropes fastening you and Indy. He’s 
done it—he’s saved your lives! 


Turn to page 76. 
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You carefully reach into your pocket and throw the bullet into 
the fire before anyone can stop you. 

And guess what happens? After a few seconds in the fire 
the bullet explodes loudly. 

And guess who gets killed? The chief. 

And guess who goes crazy with bloodthirsty vengeance? 
The Ramploo. 

Now—can you guess who gets killed in a thousand 
unspeakable ways? Right... 

Think like the jungle and you can beat it. But in situations 
like this the jungle usually hides its eyes. You’d be wise to do 
the same and not watch as this adventure comes to... 


THE END 
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It’s like a nightmare come true—the one about being caught 
on the railroad tracks with a freight train bearing down on 
you. Only this is a huge gray train with a long trunk and ivory 
tusks. 

Off to the side Jimmie-Bob zeros in on the monster 
elephant with his machine gun. “One more step, Bossie, and 
you’re elephant burger!” he shouts. 

The elephant charges closer, its legs moving up and down 
like gigantic pistons. Jimmie-Bob steadies his gun and— 
crack! The machine gun goes flying up into the trees above 
the surprised Texan’s head. 

“Come back here!” Jimmie-Bob shouts. But the gun is in 
the hands of Indiana Jones, who sits above you. 

Indy snaps the whip again, and this time it curls around 
your leg. With one strong tug he reels you in like a caught 
flounder. You’re up, out of the way, just as the elephant rages 
past. 

“This continent isn’t big enough for all of us, boys,” Indy 
says, talking to them in a language they’Il understand. 
“You’ve got till sunup to get out.” 

The Dalton brothers know fighting words when they hear 
them. And they also know a losing fight when they see it. So 
they back off. 

“Just don’t show your face in Lubbock, mister!” Bobbie- 
Bob shouts from a distance. 


Turn to page 108. 
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Snakebite is not a pleasant way to go. It’s slow and painful to 
the last. 

So you tell Smythe that Bobswizi’s instructions were as 
follows: Stand in the middle of the plains at sunrise and then 
follow your shadow to find where the mask is buried. 

Smythe is grateful. However, not grateful enough to let you 
find out who gets the mask first—Indy or him. 

You see, Smythe’s plans for you were pretty one-sided all 
along. If you didn’t tell him Bobswizi’s instructions, he’d let 
you die—as he promised. And if you did tell him, he’d still let 
you die! 

But isn’t it only justice that you die from this snakebite? 
After all, people who betray their friends and betray 
confidences shouldn’t expect better, should they? 


THE END 
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Indy translates the chief’s words for you in a calm voice. 

“The chief likes to feed the animals,” Indy says. “So he’s 
going to leave us out in the middle of the plains. Welcome to 
feeding time at the zoo.” 

When you are strapped flat on your backs against the 
ground, a Ramploo warrior wearing red-feather arm bands 
comes forward with an ebony wood bowl. He dips a flat 
spoon into the bowl and then smears an ugly-smelling liquid 
all over your face and Indy’s. 

“Yech! What is that stuff?” you say, turning away from the 
smell. 

“My guess is that we’re being basted with an insect pulp 
that will attract prey animals,” Indy says. 

It’s becoming obvious that there’s no way out of this—and 
you’re probably going to die. Maybe it’s time to think about 
questions like this one: Would you rather have a slow, painful 
death, or a speedy one? 


If you want to die instantly, turn to page 109. 


If you prefer a slow death, turn to page 93. 
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Indy silently watches you wipe sweat off your forehead. It’s a 
job for a Squeegee after that episode. Then he jumps down out 
of the tree, taking you with him. “I think that elephant kinda 
liked you, kid. Maybe you ought to stick around for a while. 
You’ve got a real way with animals—it might come in 
handy.” 

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” you ask 
excitedly. 

“Yeah, you’re on this trip to the finish. Just don’t go soft 
on me, understand? Let’s hit the road.” 

The road is actually a path through the jungle, cut by 
someone’s machete—probably Smythe’s. The soft earth 
grows softer under your feet. But you don’t mind. Just beyond 
this jungle lies the Ramploo village. Then the soft earth turns 
mushy under your feet. But you don’t mind. Because it’s you 
and Indy, shoulder to belt loops, closing in on the elephant 
mask. Then the mushy earth turns swampy. There might be 
quicksand ahead—that you would mind. 

Maybe you’d better find a way to go around the swamp. 


If you want to swing across the quicksand on a vine, turn to 
page 70. 


If you want to chop your way through another part of the 
dense jungle to the east of the quicksand, turn to page 18. 
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Boy, what a bad choice! Suddenly the sky clouds over, and 
lightning strikes you and Indy in the head. You can’t get a 
much faster death than that, can you? 

Now, if you’d chosen the slow, painful death—any number 
of things might have happened in the moments before you 
bought it. 


¢ The Ramploo chief would have discovered that Indy is 
not Smythe. 

¢ The Red Cross could have rushed in and saved you. 

¢ An earthquake shaking all of central Africa could have 
loosened your ropes. 

¢ An ibis, looking for good nesting material, could have 
plucked your ropes thin enough for you to break free. 

¢ A lunar eclipse could have frightened the Ramploo into 
repentance. 

* A family of brilliant gorillas could have reinvented the 
scissors and thus saved your lives while beginning the Bronze 
Age anew. 


Too bad you didn’t wait around to see if any of this really 
happened.... 


THE END 
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“Smythe came in the night with his horrible tricks to chase the 
Ramploo away,” Bobswizi continues. “While they were gone 
he spent a week digging up and destroying everything in his 
search for the mask. But he didn’t find it. When the Ramploo 
returned and found Smythe still digging, they realized they 
had been tricked. But their curses are no match for a machine 
gun. Smythe got away unharmed. The next white man to enter 
the Ramploo’s land will not be that lucky.” 

“How did Smythe find out about the mask?” 

“That is a mistake I shall never forgive myself for 
making,” Bobswizi says. “Fortunately I have been able to 
avoid him in Stanleyville. He arrived yesterday and is well on 
his way to the Ramploo village now. Without my help.” 

“Speaking of help,” Indy says, “what can you tell me, 
Bobswizi—to help me find the mask?” 

“T will tell you tomorrow at the train station,” Bobswizi 
says, finishing his tea. 


Turn to page 27. 
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“Okay, kid. ’ve got no choice. You’re along for the ride as 
far as Stanleyville. You can wire your folks from there,” he 
says, hopping to his feet and starting off again. “But do as I 
say. No questions, no comments, and I don’t ever want to hear 
you say ‘When do we eat?’ Got it?” 

“Got it, Mr. Jones,” you say, tearing off the leaf of a plant 
and eating it. “But do I have to keep calling you Mr. Jones?” 

“Call me anything you want, kid. This is going to be a 
short-term friendship,” Indy says. Well, you have time to 
straighten him out on that point. 


Turn to page 21. 
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“T can read between the lines,” Indy says, pushing his hat back 
on his head. “This place probably has more booby traps than a 
fun house. It would take weeks to locate whatever treasure is 
here—assuming no one else has found it first. Get the picture, 
kid?” 

“Then Ill find it myself,” you say, marching down a tunnel 
in the opposite direction. 

The farther you go, following the braid of tunnels, the 
colder it gets and the fainter your lantern glows. The air is 
getting thin. 

As you turn another corner, something crunches under your 
feet like day-old snow. Diamonds? Beads? You bend down 
excitedly and find a floor covered with disintegrating bones! 
The tunnel is littered with hundreds of skeletons. 

“Great treasure, kid,” Indiana Jones says, sneaking up on 
you with a laugh. “Your dog’s gonna love it.” 


Turn to page 12. 
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“Kid, there isn’t a single berry left on any bush out there,” he 
says. “It looks like the birds have been partying for the past 
three weeks.” Then he jumps back down into the pit and 
hoists you onto his shoulder. “Come on, kid,” he says with a 
sigh. 

“Put me down, Indy,” you say. “If you drag me along, 
you'll never get to the mask before that animal Smythe.” 

You and Indy have been together long enough for him to 
know that you mean it. You want him to get to the mask 
almost as much as he does! So he leaves you there with the 
blind man, and promises to send someone to rescue you 
within the hour. 


Turn to page 30. 
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“Watch your back, kid. That’s all. Just watch your back,” he 
says bitterly. “Someone smeared Jamal’s backpack with goat 
blood. Someone who knew the smell would attract every lion 
between here and the Bronx Zoo. Maybe it was one of our 
bearers—or maybe someone’s following us. Either way, 
Jamal didn’t stand a chance.” 

Sabotage! You can hardly believe it. But if there’s a 
murderous lunatic lurking in the jungle, maybe you should 
think about getting out of this adventure while you can! 

Suddenly you hear a small plane overhead. 


If you want to stick with Indy, turn to page 77. 


If you want to run out into the open and wave your arms to 
signal the plane, turn to page 87. 
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The bushes shake violently, and Bubu screams again—this 
time in pain. But a man cries out, too. Then you hear footsteps 
retreating into the night. 

Bubu leaps into Indy’s arms, knocking him to the ground. 
He strokes Indy’s face and drops something shiny into Indy’s 
lap. 

“What is it?” you ask, coming closer as Indy holds up the 
prize. “It’s a gold pocket watch!” you shout. 

“No it’s not, kid. It’s a memento from Jamal’s murderer— 
C. P. Smythe.” 


Turn to page 42. 
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“So you have your voice back. Grand,” Smythe says, smiling. 
“T’ll be able to hear you screaming from miles away. You 
know what you’re in for, don’t you?” 

“A lion trap, isn’t it?” Indy says. 

“Yes. A lion will step on the grass mat covering the pit, 
and the mat will collapse under the beast’s weight. But instead 
of finding himself in a trap, this lucky Leo will find...the two 
of you for lunch. Sorry you won’t be there to see me holding 
the golden elephant-head mask. I’ll be thinking of you, chaps. 
So long.” Smythe waves, and then the Africans cover the pit 
with the mat. 


If you want to beg and grovel, pleading with Smythe to spare 
your life, turn to page 69. 


If you want to hang on to your self-respect, turn to page 46. 
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Settling into a cab, you can’t wait a minute longer to open the 
black velvet pouch. But it does not contain the Lost Crown of 
Pharaoh Fatouk. 

However, as stated before, this is your lucky day. Inside 
the bag is a jeweled ring that looks like something Alexander 
the Great wore. And it fits your finger perfectly. 

Days later, when you’re boarding a boat bound for the 
United States, carrying your black velvet bag, you see Indiana 
Jones, who is also bringing a large black velvet bag on board. 
You can see at once that Indy knows you’re not just carrying 
your lunch. 

“Think like the jungle and you can beat it, eh, kid?” he 
Says. 

“Even in the jungles of Belgium,” you smile. 


THE END 
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“T don’t like to miss,” says the oldest. “My name’s Jimmie- 
Bob Dalton. These here are my brothers, Ray-Bob and Bobbie 
Bob.” 

“We thought you were a gi-gantic, vicious elephant that’s 
been trying to kill us for a week,” Ray-Bob says. “Dol 
look like an elephant?!” you ask, still shaking from the 
gunfire. 

“Your ears are pretty big,” says Bobbie-Bob. 

Wait—that’s not you shaking. That’s the ground quivering. 
Suddenly an enormous elephant stomps out of the trees and 
heads right for you. 

Believe it or not, there is a chance you can survive 
becoming elephant toe-jam. But it’s only a 40 percent chance. 
Pick a number from | to 10. 


If you picked 2, 3, 9, or 10, turn to page 105. 


If you picked 1, 4, 5, 6, 7, or 8, turn to page 80. 
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“Think like the jungle and you can beat it.” 

Your parents’ words are repeating like a stuck record in 
your head as you stare at the lions. There’s a huge male, three 
lionesses, and four cubs sniffing the air, choosing their 
moment to spring. 

“Think like the jungle...” Turn and run? No, that’s like 
trading places with them. They become the hunters and you 
become the prey. 

“No sudden movements,” Indy says, slowly aiming his 
rifle. “They’re still deciding.” 

The last thing you feel before it happens is the breeze 
shifting, blowing from behind you. It blows the full scent of 
you toward them and spurs the lions to attack. Then there’s no 
time to feel anything except the ground shaking under you and 
the rifle kicking against your shoulder as you fire 
simultaneously with Indy. 


Turn to page 81. 
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The next day the Ramploo celebrate the death of the brutal 
elephant and the return of their precious mask, and you and 
Indy are made tribal members. You are presented with gifts of 
gold-and-feather jewelry, but the real prize, the elephant 
mask, remains squarely out of Indy’s reach. 

“Well, I had my hands on it, kid,” he says to you. “That’s 
more than most men will ever do.” 

But as you prepare to leave, the chief approaches Indy, 
carrying the mask. Imitating the sound of a machine gun, he 
jerks one hand from his side and plucks out one of the mask’s 
large diamond eyes. Then he hands the sparkling diamond to 
Indy! 

Indy mutters the Ramploo words of thanks, but on the road 
home he gives the gem to you! “You hold onto it, kid,” he 
says. “It’ll just remind me of the one that got away.” 


THE END 
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YOU and Indiana Jones.. cannot rest until you find 


THE MASK OF 
THE ELEPHANT 


Legend has it, deep in the Congo one thousand years 
ago, an enormous elephant terrorized an African tribe. 
To ward off the creature’s angry spirit, the tribesmen 
fashioned a glittering gold and diamond elephant mask. 
Soon after, the killer bull vanished. 


And so did the priceless mask. But now Indiana 
Jones: is cracking his whip in the Congo. And fortunately 
for you: first he interrupts your visit with some imposing 
dinner hosts and then the hair-raising search begins, with 
you and Indy.« meeting the likes of 12-foot crocs, hostile 
natives with poison darts, and the insidious rival 
archaeologist C.P. Smythe. Along the way YOU make the 
decisions that will lead you and Indy; to the precious 
elephant mask—and the return of a legend—as you 
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